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there came a symphony of howls and cries, from all the
fauna, exultant with the heat. An officer remarked; "Today
the heat reached sixty degrees Centigrade. To-morrow . . ."
and he looked at the cloudless sky, its myriad dazzling pin-
points, "To-morrow we shall be in the gardens of Tazarut,"
answered another. There was no other thought or desire. To
advance, to conquer new lands, to enter distant and mys-
terious cities, and raise over them the flag they loved, was
the dream that urged them on.